172          THE TALE OF  BEOWULF

There lay the dishes and dearly-wrought swords,
Rusty, through-eaten they, as in earth's bosom
A thousand of winters there they had wonned.
For that heritage there was, all craftily eked, 3050
Gold of the yore men, in wizardry wounden;
So that that ring-hall might none reach thereto,
Not any of mankind but if God his own self,
Sooth king of victories, gave unto whom he would
(He is holder of men) to open that hoard,
E'en to whichso of mankind should seem to him
meet.

XLII.   THEY   GO   TO   LOOK   ON   THE
FIELD .OF DEED.

THEN it was to be seen that throve not the
way
To him that unrightly had hidden within

there
The fair gear 'neath the wall.    The warder erst

slew

Some few of folk, and the feud then became 3060
Wrothfully wreaked.    A wonder whenas
A valour-strong earl may reach on the ending
Of the fashion of life, when he longer in nowise
One man with his  kinsmen may dwell in the
mead-hall!